The mod Lamentable Tragedie 

Or any one of you, chop offyout h ind 
And fend it totlie King, he for the fame, 
will fend thee hither both thy fonnes aliuc, 

A ud that fliall be theraunfom i for their fault, 
titus. Ohgratious Emperour,Oj gentle eMron, 
DicleuerRauen ling fo like a Lnrke, 

That^iuesfweete tidings of thcSunncs vp.ifc? 

With all my hart, lie fend theEmperour my hand, 

Good Aron wilt thou helpe to chop it off? 

L steins* Stay father/or that Noble hand of thine. 

That hath throwne downe fo many enemies, 

S hall not be fent : ny hand will ferue th e turne, 

My youth can bet ter fpare my bloud than you. 

And therefore mine lhallfaue my brothers Hues, 

Marcus, which of your hands hath not defended Rome, 
And rcard aloft the bloudieBattleaxc, 
wrhhting deftruftion on the enemies Cafllc? 

Oh none of both, but are of high defert: 

My hand hath beetle but idle,let it ferue 
to raunfomc my two Nephews from their death, 

Then haue I kept it to a worthic endc. 

Moore, Nay come agree whofehaud (hall goe along. 
For feare they die before their pardon come* 

M arcus. My hand fliall goe* 

"Lucias. By heauen it fhall not goe. . 

n tut. Sirs ftriue no more, fuch withred hcarbs as tlielc 
Aremeete for plucking vp,and therefore mine. 

Luc/us. Swecte father, if I fhall be thought thy fonne, 
Let nieredcememy brothers both from death* 

Marcus. And for our fathers falce,and mothers care, 

Now let me fliow a brothers louc to chce* 

Titus. Agrcebetwecneyou,! will fpare my hand. 
Lucius. Then lie goe fetch an Axe. 

Marcus. But I will vfe the Axe. Exeunt, 

gitas, Come hither yfw/, lie deceiue them both, ^ 


ofTitus Andronicus. 

Lend me thy hand, and I will giuethce mine, 

Moore. I f that be caldc deceit, I will be honefh 
Andncuerwhilfl I Jiuc deceiue men fo: 

But lie deceiue you in anotherfort, 

And thatyoule fay ere halfc an hourepafle.” 

He cuts off Titus hand. 

Enter Lucius andMarcmagAine, 

Titus. Now flay your ftrifc,what fhall be, is difpatchtf 
Good v^rawgiuchis Maiefliemy hand. 

Tell him it was a hand that warded him 
From thoufand dangers.bid him buricif, 

More hath it merited, that let ithauc: 

As for my fonnes, fay 1 accoUntof them, 

Asiewel* purchafdeat an eafiepricc, 
AndyetdearetoOjbccaulc I bought mine owne* 

Aron, I goe Andrenicus, and for thy hand, 

Looke by and by to haue thy fonnes with thee, 
their heads I meane : Ohhow this villanic, 

Dotli (at me with the verie thoughts of it* 

Let fooles doe good. and faire men call for grace, 

Aron will hauehis fouleblacke like hisface. Exit. 

Tttus. Oli here I lift this one hand vp to heauen, 

And bow this feeble ruine to the earth, 

It any power pitties wretched teares, 

Tothat I call: what wouldft thou knecle with mee? 

Doe then d c a re liar t, for heauen fh al 1 heare our praiers. 
Or with our fighs wcle breath the welkin dimme, 

And ftainc the funne with fogge,asfometime clowds, 
VVhcn they doc hug him in tfreir melting bofomes* 

Ma reus. Oh Brother fpcakewitb poflibilitic. 

And doe not breakcintothcfc deepe extreames. 

Titus. Is not niy furrow deepe hailing no bottome? 

F a Then 



